ALBI   CATHEDRAL

hotel, it was dark, and the gate was locked, and
we had to ting more than once for readmittance
into Anglo-Saxondom. Anglo-Saxondom was in
bed and no doubt as fast asleep as the heat would
allow. Our sightseeing fellow-guests had missed
the most interesting sight in Avignon.

AM.

Something about the name ' Albi * which inspires
feelings of romance ! For many years I had had
(what a woman would call) an intuition that the
cathedral at Albi would be marvellous. It was
so marvellous that last evening on arrival we visited
it before even going to a hotel to look for rooms.
There may be other cathedrals in a similar style;
I have not seen one. Ruskin ought to have des-
cribed this cathedral. For the present unfashion-
ableness of Ruskin makes no difference to the
fa& that he was a really great describer. Of course
he would have moralized, and shown how every
piece of the fane illustrated the character and ideals
of the people and the nature of their history;
but he would have described it. (Perhaps he did.
I sold my elephantine edition of Ruskin before
the war.) At an early hour this morning I revisited
the cathedral. Its red brick is eternally fixed in
my mind.

Montlufon> July.

I was looking for rooms in a hotel near the railway.
As the landlady and I went along a corridor up-
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